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The Tragedy of Hamlet 

tifull lackeofwit, together with moft weake hams, all which fir 
though I molt powerfully and potently belieue , yet I hold it not 
honelty to hauc it thus fee downe.for your felfe fir (hall grow old 
as I am ; if like a Crab you could goe backeward. 

P^/. Though this be madneffe, yet there is method in c,wfl you 
walkeour of the ayremy Lord" 

H am. Intomygraue. 

p oto. Jndccde that's oat of the ayre; how pregnant fometimes 
his replies are,ahappines that often madneshits on, which reafon 
and fan&iey could not fo profperoufly be dliucred of. I will leauc 
him and my daughter. My Lord, l wi l cake my leaucofyou. 

Ham.You cannot take from me any thing that i wdl not more 
willingly part wichall : except my life , except my hfc,excepc my 
lif e# Enter guilderfierne^nd Rofoncraus. 

polo , Fare you well my Lord. 

Ham. Thcfc tedious old fooles. 
p oh' You goc to feeke the Lord Hamlet , there he is. 

R of God faue you fir. 

Gujl . My honor’d Lord. 

Rof My mod deere Lord. 

H am. My exelcnt good friends, how doft thou guildtrflemt. 
A Rofencr*fif 3 good lads how doe you both? 

Rof. As the indifferent children of the earth. 

Gujl. Happy, in that we arc not cucr happy on Fortunes lap, 
Wc arc not the very button. 

Ham. Nor the foies of her fliooe. 

Rof Neither my Lord. 

Hrfw.Then you liue about her waft, or in the midule of her W 
~'Guyl> Faith her priuates we. ( uors * 

H*.In the fecret parts offortune,oh moft true,ftieis a (trumpet 
Whacnewes? 

7 \of None my Lord,but the worlds grownehoneft. 

H am. Then is Doomcs day ncere,but your newes is not true; 
But in tlic beaten way of friend (hip, what make you at Elfonottrr 
Rof To vifityou my Lord,no other occafion* . 

Hrfw.Beggor chat 1 am, I am euer poore in thankes,but I cnan 
you, and furc dearc friends, my thankes are too deare a hal P*T 
were you not fentfor?is it your owne inclining? is it a,r * c v ‘ ' 
ti<w?com,c,comc,dcale iuttiy with mc,comc,comc,nay fpcaK • 

Guy. What fliould \vc fay my Lord? 


Prime p/Demarke . 

\\om. Any thing but co’th purpofe;you werefenc for, and there 
a kind of confeflion in your Iookes , which your modeftyes hauc nc. 
crafe enough to culiour, I know the good King and Quecne hauc 
lent for you. 

R of To what end my Lord? 

H am. That you muft teach me: but let meconiurc you ,by the 
rightsof our fellowftiippe \ by the confonancy of our youth, by the 
obligation of our cucrprcfcrued louc; and by what more dearc a 
better propofer can charge you withall , bee cucr and direefc with 
mee whether you were fent for or no- 
il of, What fay you ? 

Warn Nay then I haue an eye of you, if you loue me hold not off 
Guy l My Lo d wee were font for. 

Warn. I will tell you why fo fhallhny anticipation preuent your 
difcouery,andyourlccrecictotheKingand^ieene moult no fea- 
ther, I hauc oil ate, but wherefore I know not, loft all my mirth, 
forgon all cuftome of cxercifcs, and indeede it goes foe heauily with 
mydifpolition , that this goodly frame the earth , feemes to mee a 
fterillpromonroric, this moft excellent Canopic the ayre, looke 
you, this brauc ore-hanged firmament, this maiefticall roofe fret- 
ted with golden fire, whyitappearth nothing to mee but 'a foule 
andpeflilent congregation of vapours. What peecc ofworke is a 
man , how noble in reafon , how infinit in faculties , in forme and 
moouing, how expreffe and admirable in a<ftion, how like an An- 
gell in apprehenfion, how like a God : the beauty of the world ; the 
parragon of Annimales,and yet to mee, what is this Quinteficncc of 
duftr man delights not mec nor woman neither, though by your 
failing you feemeto fay fo* 

Rof My Lord there wasnofuchft iffcin my thoughts. 

Ham. Why did yce laugh then, when Ifaid man'delights not me. 
R°f. To thinkc my Lord if you delight not in man, what Lenton 
tntercainenienr the players dial rcceiuc from you, wee co^cd them 
*n the way , and hether are the coming to offer you fcruicc. 

Ham, H c thatplayes the King (ml be welcome, his Maiefty foal 
a uc tribute on mec, the aducntcrous Knight dial vfe his foylcand 




ar S«, thclouer dial not fin* gratis, the humorous man dial end his 
Pwinpcaceand the Lady fha! fay her mind freely: or the blanke 
ror t/lnl haul: fort. What players are they ? 
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